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the atmosphere that my soul makes for you by surrounding you with sacred wishes. Would that it were like the thorny hedges placed about private -fields, that cattle may neither feed nor trample there. I would that-1 could thus drive off all griefs, all disappointments, all that herd of worries, pain, and maladies. To you, who give me such strength, would I could return it !
PAIUS, May 31, 1837.
I have this instant received yours (number 28) of the 12th, written after you received the one 1 wrote you from Florence. But did you not receive one from Sion? which I do not, however, count as a letter, for there were only fifteen lines on a page. It is clear that some one kept the money for the postage, and read, or burned the letter. Mon JDieu I how vexed I am! I stopped at Sion expressly to write it. You ought to have received it early in March. Let us say no more about it.
I admire the capacity of your intelligence in regard to the person about whom I wrote you from Florence. The reasons that struck your mind struck mine later. But your letter grieves me. Such profound sadness reigns through the religious ideas it expresses. It seems as though you had lost all hope on earth. You ask me to make you confidences as I would to my best friend; but have I not told you all my life ? I have often confided too much of my anguish to you, for it did you harm.
This letter comes to me at a bad moment. It has singularly added to the dumb grief that gnaws me and will kill me. I am thirty-eight years old, still crippled by debt, with nought but uncertainty as to my position. Scarcely have I taken two months to rest my brain before I repent them as a crime when I see the evils that have come through my inaction. This precarious life, which might be a, spur in youth, becomes at my age an overwhelming burden. My head is turning white, and whatever pleasant
1to cut it out of my work.
